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however, that they may reconsider the matter before it
corn.es into Court.
" Your obedient servants,
" settlewiiite & stark."
She dropped it and sat very still, staring at a little hard
line on the right side of her mouth and a little hard line
on the left. . . .
Francis Wilmot, flying, thought of steamship-lines and
staterooms, of registrars and rings. An hour ago he had
despaired; now it seemed he had always known she
was ' too fine not to give up this fellow whom she didn't
love.' He would make her the queen of South Carolina
—he surely would ! But if she didn't like it out there,
he would sell the c old home/ and they would go and
live where she wished—in Venice ; he had heard her
say Venice was wonderful; or New York, or Sicily ; with
her he wouldn't care ! And London in the cold dry wind
seemed beautiful, no longer a grey maze of unreality and
shadows, but a city where you could buy rings and steam-
ship passages. The wind cut him like a knife and he did
not feel it. That poor devil MacGown ! He hated the
sight, the thought of him, and yet felt sorry, thinking of
him with the cup dashed from his lips. And all the days,
weeks, months himself had spent circling round the flame,
his wings scorched and drooping, seemed now but the
natural progress of the soul towards Paradise. Twenty-
four—his age and hers ; an eternity of bliss before them !
He pictured her on the porch at home. Horses ! A better
car than the old Ford ! The darkies would adore her—
kind of grand, and so white ! To walk with her among
the azaleas in the Spring, that he could smell already;
no—it was his hands where he had touched her! He
shivered, and resumed his flight under the bare trees,

